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BLOOD ON MR. BLANK 



-By John Sfartin 



WHEN George Renwell entered the office 
he involuntarily cringed. It was the 
fourth time in a month he'd been !ate, and old 
Bulwer's temper had gotten nastier each time. 

'"You have an excuse?" Bulwer began sar- 
castically. He stood big and bent and old and 
ferocious. 

"I — I missed my train; no, I mean the train , 
was late!" Renwell said, getting on his alpaca 
clerk's coat, and trembling. 

Bulwer's face- cracked in an ugly sneer. 
"You're lying, Renwell. And lying badly!" 
He banged a fist on the desk. "What's wrong 
with you, man? Do you always have to be a 
doormat? Why can't you act like a man for 
once and admit something? You might as well. 
You'll be bawled out anyway!" 

Renwell knew that Bulwer liked to be sar- 
castic about his timidity. He also knew that 
Bulwer would have been the first to fire him 
if he had ever talked back. Bulwer liked to 
pose as a big, bold man. 

"'George Renwell,' eh?" Bulwer continued 
relentlessly. "They should call you 'Mr. 
Blank'. That expresses you better, Renwell. 
You're a blank, a nothingness. You can't even 
do your work well. You haven't got the back- 
bone of a skatefish." 

Bulwer snorted and went back to his desk. 

George Renwell turned away, his face hid- 
ing a flame of hatred. "Some, day," he thought 
... his fists clenched. Some day he'd get even 
with Bulwer. He'd often thought of ho' 

He worked with usual accounts i 
Then he had a frugal lunch, not 
step ouside the office lest Bulwer 
that he wasn't making up for being late. Aftei 
lunch Bulwer came up behind him. 

"We're working late tonight, Renwell. 
There's a consignment of cash that has to 
be assigned-" 

"Of course, Mr. Bulwer," Renwell said, 
Bulwer never asked him if he'd stay. He told 
him. And Renwell was always afraid to object. 

"In the meantime," Bulwer continued. "You 
can get the cash at the bank." 

Renwell started out the door. 
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"Wait, you blockhead !" Bulwer roared. 
"You've forgotten to take my bankbook. I 
noticed you didn't forget something unim- 
portant like the morning mail, though!" 

Renwell looked down at the mail in his 
hand. He went red. Bulwer's accusation roared, 
in his ears. Yes, it was true. He was just a' 
nonentity, a cipher who couldn't keep any- 
thing important on his mind. His mind was 
a slave to trivia. 

He got the bankbook and departed, posting 
the mail on the way out in the office building 
box down in the lobby. It was at the bank, 
as he watched the cashier count out seven 
hundred ten dollar bills, that he came to the 
fatal decision. 

Why not, he asked himself, as he returned 
to the office? Why not revenge himself on 
Bulwer for all the years of insults? Why not 
prove himself the better man for once by do- 
ing something really important? Important, 
and— profitable. No one would know he and 
Bulwer were working late. He could slip out 
easily, unnoticed, by the building's back door. 
The murder, when it was discovered, would 
be put down to robbery. Renwell would claim 
he had left early as usual, And who could 
say he hadn't? 

He laughed chillingly as he reviewed the 
prospects in his mind. Bulwer had forgotten 
that even the smallest and meanest of men 
can be pushed just ho far. And now, Renwell 
promised himself, Bulwer would pay 1 

Bulwer made him work through without 
supper. Then, at six-thirty, Renwell finished 
putting the last batch of tens in an envelope. 
Bulwer packed it away in a small black bag. 

"We'll take this round to the night de- 
pository," he said gruffly. "Get your coat, 
Renwell." 

Renwell moved quickly. He stepped behind 
Bulwer, snatched up a long, sharp letter opener 
from Bulwer's desk. Then he waited until 
Bulwer turned to go. 

"Put— put that thing down!" Bulwer said, 
going pale. "Renwell, you idiot, stop it. I don't 
go for stale jokes!" 

"Jokes, Mr. Bulwer?" Renwell said tone- 
lessly. He smirked. 

Then he struck. His arm flashed up and 
down and then his wrist twisted viciously. 
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Bulwer gasped, staggered back with the letter 
opener in his heart. He fell heavily to the 
floor, gave one convulsive shudder, and was 

deadl 

Renwell stared coolly at the bloody stain 
oozing out on the carpet. "Mr. Blank, eh," he 
thought. He wasn't Mr. Blank now. He was 
George Renwell, murderer and thief. His pulse 
quickened. He looked up. The shades had al- 
ready been drawn, the door was locked. No 
one could have seen or heard anything. He 
knelt and carefully wiped the hilt of the 
murder weapon clean of his fingerprints. Then, 
his heart pounding violently, his mind in a 
haze, he picked up the satchel of money, 
looked round the office and left. He met no 
one going down the staircase to the back" en- 
trance. And his exit let out on a black light- 
less alley. Not a single person met him on 
his way to the bus as he doubled round the 
block, He reached his small furnished room 
without any incident at all. 

The next morning, of course, the murder 
was discovered. Renwell sent for the police 
shortly after he'd arrived, stammering over 
the wire that his employer had been attacked 
with a knife. He knew that the nervousness 
he still felt over the killing would be put 
down to his being naturally upset on finding 
the body. 

The police questioned him closely after they 
arrived. 

Renwell answered them capably. No, he said, 
he knew nothing about the murder. He had left 
at the usual time, after bringing the money 
from the bank. But Mr. Bulwer had clients. 
Possibly one of them, he suggested, had visit- 
ed him after hours, committed the crime, 
stolen the money. As he mentioned the money 
he smiled inwardly. That very morning he 
had risen early and checked the satchel at a 
railroad station. It would be safe for a week. 
Then he could pick it up. 

Detective Rory Kendall, who was handling 
the investigation, was finally compelled to let 
Renwell go home. Bulwer's lawyer had been 
called in for the following morning to start 
dissolving the firm and winding up Bulwer's 
affairs. Renwell promised to give his assist- 
ance. 

Since his term of employment with the firm 
was technically ended, Renwell allowed him- 
self to be late the next day. He knew that 
with Bulwer out of the way he had nothing 
to fear. 

As he opened the office door and walked in, 
Kendall was sitting behind Bulwer's desk, 
busy with some papers. And standing beside 



Kendall was a familiar face — one of Bulwer's 
clients. 

"Mr, Fenwick!" Renwell said cordially. 
"Fenwick came down to help us out," Ken- 
dall said. 

"I'm glad he did," Renwell said, suddenly, 
feeling a trifle uneasy. "But f don't see . . ." 

"Mr. Fenwick brought us a little evidence," 
the detective said. "Conclusive evidence." He 
looked up at Renwell. "You know, Renwell, 
your whole alibi depends on whether you 
really left this office at the time you did. 
If you lied . . ." 

"I told you I left at the regular time," 
Renwell said. A little thrill of fear went down 

"I can prove you didn't," Kendall said grim- 
ly. "I obtained a list of Bulwer's clients, in- 
vestigated most of them. And I found that 
two of them had received letters the morning 
after the murder — like Mr. Fenwick here." 

"What about it?" Renwell asked nervously. 
"I posted the mail yesterday morning." 

"But this was evening mail," Kendall said. 

Renwell's heart seemed to stop and turn 
to ice. 

"I hardly think a murderer — an ordinary 
murderer — would bother to mail Bulwer's eve- 
ning letters. And yet they were mailed." Ken- 
dall paused, then his voice went on inexor- 
ably. "Bulwer couldn't have mailed them be- 
cause he died before seven o'clock. Mr. Fen- 
wick's letter was collected at nine o'clock. 
The mailman for the building, who I spoke 
to, remembered that he left the box empty at 
seven forty-five, but these letters were in the 
box at nine. And Bulwer, being dead, couldn't 
have put them there. I'm afraid, Renwell, that 
you did!" 

ENWELL made a dive for the door. But 
he was not fast enough. It was only 
after Kendall had grabbed him and RenwelL 
had broken down and sobbed out his confes- 
sion, that he began cursing himself. 

Bulwer had been right, he knew. He was 
really just a bootlicking, servile doormat, with 
thoughts no higher than his trivial work. It 
was just like him, out of force of habit, to 
pick up the evening mail on the way out of 
the office after killing Bulwer and dutifully 
mail it. 

Renwell sighed as the handcuffs clicked on 
his wrists. He was thinking of four walls. Qw 
of them was barred, another two were—blank- 
And on the other side of the door in the re- 
maining wall was the last mile— to the chair. 
THE END 
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